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349: TO BRUCE ROGERS
16/4/28.                                                          R.4.F., Karachi, India.
You start off 'Dear Shaw', so I should say Dear Rogers, or
Bruce Rogers; for we always think of you as a diphthong. Only
it sounds like presumption. If I've been a myth to you, you've
been an exemplar and ambition to everyone who's fond of books.
The difference between you and private presses is that many of
your works are fit for ordinary sale; a more difficult achievement
than doing something de luxe. However we mustn't swap compli-
ments all day.
Two or three times, in the ten days since your letter came, I've
tried to write to you. Something about this Odyssey effort frightens
me. It's too big: Homer is very very great: and so far away. It
seems only a sort of game, to try and bring him down to the
ordinary speech of my mouth. Yet that is what a translation
ought to mean. I do it, tacitly, every time I read him: but that is
for my own belly. Isn't there a presumption in putting my
version abroad?
True that the work will be seen by every right-eyed person as
typography, pure and simple. Your medium will hide all its sins.
Only I'd like my work to be worthy of the dress: and I feel sure
it cannot be. Some writers have called my Seven Pillars good.
Others (fewer, but I can't help thinking them the more choice
judgements) have said that far from being good, it is very very
bad: perverse, dishonest, pretentious. I suspect they are right,
though I did try, with the better side of me, to play fair and clean
in the writing of it. Only we are all such mixtures, that it would
be a miracle of self-suppression to be good all through.
However, granted that The Seven Pillars is not wholly con-
temptible, as prose. I can concede that much, I think. Isn't that
relative goodness due to the heat of my engagement in the Arab
business, and the obligation, the absolute obligation upon me,
to put my share, and the other fellows' share in it, into print?
Can I expect to make a decent thing of a translation of the
Odyssey\ undertaken because I want money, and would be
flattered by being printed by you, and like Homer? I like Homer
for myself, and will like him less well if I make a task of copying